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PATSY BEFORE THE ALAMO: 


ORG i 
A Sudden Call to Texas. 


By the author ot “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
SHOT IN FRONT OF THE ALAMO. 


“*T& will be very dangerous business, Mr. Murphy.”’ 

“So you said in your letter.”’ 

‘“T have no doubt of your courage, else I shouldn't have 
went for you.”’ 

“don’t want to appear to boast, but if danger cut 
any ice with me, I shouldn’t be in this business.”’ . 

“‘T understand that perfectly, but it seems to me 
‘quite possible that you do not understand the peculiar 
danger that confronts a man in this part of the country.”’ 

‘**T suppose tough citizens down here are quick to draw 
@ gun.’’ 

‘Yes, you might say that they fire before they draw 

ane 9) 

‘*Well, I can shoot a little myself.”’ 

“<That’s good, but you must understand that you will 
mot be dealing witl citizens in this matter.’’ . 

‘*How is that?” 

“The people who have~ boar giving ma and. my partner 
sa lot of trouble, are desperadoes from over the border. 

‘‘In other words they are the lowest class of Mexican 
“thieves and cut-throats.”’ 

_* The speaker was Mr. James N. Miles, one of the wealth- 
jiest horse dealers in San Antonio, Texas, where there is 
tthe largest horse market in the world. 

It-was early évening. 

He had been to the railway station to meet Patsy, who 
had just arrived from New York in answer to a letter 
from Miles, asking for his services in a difficult and 
«dangerous investigation. 

They were walking along one of the GN pes streets of 
the city. 

Patsy was as yet ioHonant of the nature of the business 
that had called him so far South. 

‘In this part of the country,’’ said Miles, ‘‘as perhaps 
you know, a horse-thief is regarded as one of the most 
low down criminals that there is.’’ 

““I¢ is the fashion to hang a horse-thief, isn’t it??’’ 
asked Patisy. 

‘* Well, -yes, it has been and you may say that it still is 
so. in sections of the country where the population is scat- 
tered, and the law, therefore, slow to operate.’’ 

““T have always understood,’’ remarked Patsy, ‘‘that 
Texans were very quick to take the law into their own 
hands so far as the protection of their horSes went, and I 
waa that they never looked for outside aid in such a 
matter.’ 

‘‘T don’t suppose it ever was done before,’’ 


3? 


responded 


Miles, ‘‘but the fact is that I sent for you for the very 
purpose of running down a gang of horse-thieves.”’ 

Patsy smiled. 

“T have no objection to the job, ” he said; “the sooner 
you tell me about it, the better.’ 


‘‘To begin with, then,,you must understand that I have 
a partner named Thompson. 

‘‘He looks after our ranch which is situated about a hun- 
dred miles south of here. 

‘‘My part of the business keeps me most of the time in 
San Antonio. 


‘“My family, however, spend a good part of the year at, 


the ranch, and I am there occasionally. 
‘‘About three months ago, we began to be seriously 
troubled by horse-thieves. 


‘‘Our men at the ranch did their best to recover the 
horses and capture the thieves, and I need not bother you 
with details as to what they did, except to refer to one 
instance. ’’ 

**What was that?’’ 

‘After several little adventures in the course of which 
one of our employees was severely wounded, we came to 
the conclusion that the thieves we were after were Mexi- 
cans who made raids across the frontier and then escaped 
back into their own country. 

“They were very daring and clever,,and sometimes 
went so far as to camp for days at a time on this side of 
the border. 

‘On one such .occasion our men managed to surprise 
their camp, and there was a lively tussle. 

‘‘The Mexicans were routed and our men captured their 
leader, 

‘“‘One of our men had been shot dead in the fight. 

‘‘His comrades, without any hesitation, strung the Mexi- 


|can leader to the nearest tree.”’ 


‘‘I don’t suppose they can be blamed for that,’’ re- 
tmMarkoua Tatyoy. 

‘I should say not, but fiat event, instead. of teaching 
the scoundrels a lesson, has made them more troublesome 
than before. 

“Up to that time other ranches were invaded by them, 
but now we are the only sufferers. 

“In spite of anything we can do, our horses disappear. 

“It’s perfectly clear to us that the Mexicans are now 
seeking vengeance for the death of their leader.’’ 

‘“What was his name?’’ asked Patsy. 

‘*Laredo.’”’ 

**Did he have any other name?’’ 

*“Yes, but what it was I’m not certain. 

“The Mexicans, themselves, I believe, always refer to 
him simply as Laredo, and whether his first name was 
Vincenzo or Antonio, I am not certain. 

“The fact is, I think that there are two Laredos, per- 
haps twin brothers, for from all we can learn, the bandits 
still speak of their leader as Laredo, and I am told that he 
has been seen on one or more occasions since our men 
hanged the fellow I spoke of.”’ 

‘‘Well,’’ said Patsy, ‘‘the case is rather different from 
any 1 ever undertook, but I will see what I can do.”’ 

‘You haven't heard the worst of it,’’ responded Miles. 

‘*No? what is it?’’ 

‘‘Not satisfied with stealing our horses and shooting at 
our men, on every possible occasion, they have at last kid- 

naped my partner’s little daughter.”’ 

“That is serious,’ said Patsy, greatly interested. 
old is she?”’ - 

*‘Nine, I think.’’ ; 

‘“How long ago did this happen?”? 

It happened only two or three days ago. In ees I knew 
nothing about it when I wrote you. 


‘“How 


- the opposite corner. 
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‘‘T suppose, then, ”’ said Patsy, ‘‘that the thing for me to! 


do, is to go directly to the ranch.”’ 

‘‘Perhaps yes, and perhaps no. 

‘Vou can tell better a little later.’ 

‘Are there other facts that you haven’t told me yet: a 

“ON o, there are no facts, but there are suspicions.’ 

‘“‘What are they?”’ 

“‘T am compelled to believe that there is treachery some- 
“where among my employees here in San Antonio. 


NICK CARTER LIBRATY. : | 3 


‘*Don’t let him think you see him,’’ exclaimed Patsy, in 
a low voice. 

His warning came too late. 

Miles let go Patsy’s arm and started on the run toward 
the Mexican. 

Patsy did not shout to him to come back as that would 
have been the surest way to attract Laredo’s attention. 

He followed Miles, however, at a slower pace. 


The noise of hurrying steps attracted the Mexican, and 


‘‘Tam morally certain that one or more of the men at the | he looked over his shoulder. 


‘ranch are in league with the bandits. 


Seeing Miles running after him, he halted sheauily, 


eee to place this suspicion I haven’t the slightest drew his revolver and fired toward the pursuer. 


-idea.’ 


As soon as he had done this, he started on the run 


“Do any of your people know that you have sent for a| toward the Alamo. 


aletective?”’ 
' “Only one.” 

‘Who is it?” : 
‘My private secretary.’ 
“What is his name?”’ 
‘‘Miguel Sanchez.”’ 
Patsy looked surprised. 
‘“‘That’s a Spanish name,’ he said. 


Miles paused for just an instant, and then continued 
running. 

Patsy, of course, abandoned all hope of quietly shadow- 
ing the Mexican, and put on all speed to go to Miles’ 
assistance. 

The Alamo was but a few paces distant, and Patsy 
would have been on the spot as soon as Miles, but that 
another Mexican suddenly ran from the walk and laid 


‘“‘Certainly,’? admitted Miles, ‘‘but Sanchez is not ajhold of him. 


Mexican. | 
‘‘He was born in Texas and has always lived here. 
“JT would trust him as I would my own son.’’ 
“All right, we must look elsewhere for the traitor.’ 


Patsy tripped his antagonist. 

This threw him heavily to the ground. 

He then leaped over him just in time to see Miles and 
Laredo in a hand to hand conflict before the open door of 


“Oh! decidedly so. Sanchez is as anxious as Iam to have; the Alamo. 


these crimes brought to an end.”’ 


Before Patsy could reach the spot, he saw the flash and 


‘‘Was it your idea,’’ asked Patsy, ‘‘that I should make| heard the report of a revolver. 


some investigation among your employees in San Antonio 
for the purpose of discovering the traitor?”’ 

“Yes, and I will add, while I think of it, that both my 
partner and myself are so sure that treachery exists, that 
-you could not present yourself at the ranch unless you 
brought a letter from me. 

“That letter would have to & written in cipher, or elso| 
"Thompson would suspect you.’ 

“Ts Thompson your partner?”’ 

Yes.” 

At this moment they came to an open place or square. 

“This,’’ said Miles, ‘‘is the Alamo Plaza.’’« 

Patsy looked around in an interested manner. 

“The Alamo, itself,’’ continued Miles, ‘‘is over there at 
You’ve heard of it, I suppose?”’ 

“Yes, it’s one of the oldest buildings in America, I be- 
lieve.”’ ‘ 

“Exactly, and one of the most historical. 

“Tt was built by the Spaniards in 1718, and has been the 
scene of many a bloody fight, especially in the first half 


Pa this century when the Texans were struggling for inde- 
pendence against Mexican oppression. ”’ 


Patsy nodded. 
“Tam glad to see the old building,’’ he said, ‘‘for I have 
read a good deal about it.’ 

“We'll take a nearer look at it if you like,’’ suggested 
Miles, and they turned across the Plaza toward it. 


Laredo staggered and fell at full length. 


CHAPTER II. 
PRIVATE SECRETARY SANCHEZ, 


A considerable crowd gathered at the spot immediately. 

Among them were several Mexicans, including the one 
who had tried to check Patsy’s progress. 

Laredo had been almost instantly killed. 

Before the onlookers fully understood what had hap- 
pened, Patsy dashed into the crowd and laid hold of the 
Mexican who had assaulted him. 

The fellow offered no resistance at the first. He seemed 
almost dazed and paralyzed at what had happened. 

Patsy dragged him to the spot where Laredo lay. 

Miles stood there, his smoking revolver in one hand and 
the other feeling nervously of his shoulder. 

‘“‘He hit me,’ said Miles, ‘‘but I guess it’s nothing 
serious.’’ — 

‘“‘Do you know this man?” asked Patsy, homens to his 
prisoner. 

Miles shook his head. 

‘‘T may have seen him a hundred times,’’ he replied, 
‘‘and he may be one of the gang, but I don’t know him.”’ 

The crowd was closing in around them. The Mexicans 
were glaring at Patsy and Miles with expressions that 


They had gone buta few steps when Miles suddenly | showed no friendship. 


| grasped Patsy by the arm and said, excitedly: 
_“There he is now!””, 
*“Who?”’ asked Patsy, glancing around at the twenty or 
more men who were at that moment in sight. 
‘*Laredo,’’ returned Miles. 
‘‘Which one?”’ 
“The one on the north side of the Plaza going toward 
the Alamo.”’ 


Their hands twitched nervously as if they were inclined 
to draw weapons and make a general fight of it 

Two or three of the Americans in the crowd asked Miles 
what was the matter. 

All were speaking at once, and it was Ghent to make 
an intelligible answer. 

Patsy paid no attention to the Americans, but kept his 
eyes on the Mexicans. 
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‘‘All these fellows. need,’’ ie thought, “is a leader to| 

make a small riot here. 

‘*It’s quite likely that the man whom Miles shot is their 
leader, and they don’t know what to do without him. 

“On the other hand it may be that they are interested 
simply because the dead man is a fellow-countrvman.’’ 

The Mexicans were muttering to -each other, and, al- 
though Patsy could not hear what they said, and would 
_ not have understood them if he had, for they were speak- 
ing in Spanish. He was certain that they were talking in 
a threatening manner. 

“Tf Thad the police force of San Antonio at my com- 
mand,’’ ae reflected, ‘‘I’d arrest every Mexican in this 
square,’ 

This ee was just what Patsy did not haye, abd it: 
proved a moment later that his influence with the police 
was not as great agit would have been under similar 
circumstances in New York. 

As a matter of precaution, he had drawn his revolrer 
and stood with his back to Miles, one hand upon the collar 
of his prisoner, facing the little group of Mexjcans. 

Two policsmen hurried up and pa thr ough the 
crowd. 

At the same moment Patsy’s prisoner made a sudden 
and desperate effort to break away. 

The moment he stirred the other Mexicans stepped closer 
still and evidently were prepared to wrest the man from! 
Patsy’s hands. * 

He twined his fingers more firmly in the fellow’s collar, | 
gave him a smart rap on the head with the butt of his re-! 
volver, and then pointed the weapon a the crowd} 
generally. 

‘‘Stand back there!’’ he cried. 

Several Americans upon the fringe of the crowd back of | 
the Mexicans scattered right and left oe Patsy made | 
this threatening movement. 

They probably supposed that he was some pospetae et 
lawless man from the plains who would fire on the least 
provocation no matter whom he hit. 

Although Patsy was quick enough to fire when occasion 
really demanded it, he never used his weapon as long 
as there was a'good chance of accomplishing his purpose 
by more peaceable means. 

His prisoner was instantly subdued by the blow he had | 
given him. 

The scattering of the varionte at the back of the 
crowd left the Mexicans a free space when they retreated | 
a little, as they did at the moment Patsy aimed at them. 


Patsy gave Miles a significant gesture. 

‘‘That’s right,’’ said Miles, understanding what Patsy 
meant, ‘‘he’s one of them,’’ and he pointed toward 
Patsy’s prisoner. 

The Mexican began to protest that he knew nothing 
about it. 


“You can tell your story at headquarters,’’ interrupted., 


the policeman, roughly. 


‘Youll have to come to headquarters yourself, Mr..| 


Miles at once!’’ 
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‘‘Certainly,’’ responded the horse-dealer, ‘‘the sooner" 
the better.” 
Other policemen came up immediately after this and the 
ordinary measures were taken for guarding Laredo’s body” 
until it should have been viewed by the coroner. 
Patsy and Miles went with the two policemen, who first 


came to the scene and the Mexican prisoner, to police 


i headquarters. 


During this Patsy had quietly replaced his weapon and 


i had taken no part in the conversation. 


He did not wish any impression to get abroad that he 


| was a detective. 


He feared that any action he might take, and any advice 
that he might give in public, would lead to a general sus- 


| ; 
;picion that he was in some way connected with the 


‘authorities of the law. 


At headquarters, however, he explained himself and 
recommended the capture of such Mexicans as w ere in the 
Alamo Plaza at the time of the shooting. 

His advice was not followed, and it might not have been 
an easy matter to effect the arrests he recommended even 
had the San Antonio police believed it to be advisable, 

The police had no doubt that the man whom Miles had 
killed, was the leader of the horse-thieving bandits, but 
they were not inclined to believe that any of his men 
were in the city unless possibly the one whom Patsy had 
captured might be excepted. 


This man was held and Patsy was served with an order 
to be present in court the next morning for the purpose of 
testifying in the preliminary examination. 

As a matter eof form, Mr. Miles was put under arrest, 
but was allowed to go on his own word of honor that he 
would be present to answer to a charge which the oe 
would have to prefer against him. 

It may be said right here that the court proceedings the 
next morning were, very brief, and resulted in the dis- 
charge of Mr. Miles from any further responsibility in the 


Finding nobody at their backs and seeing the Americans | Matter. 


fleeing from the detective’s weapon, they were seized with 


Patsy had cautioned the police to keep his own identity . 


a sudden panic and off across the square they ran as fast|® Secret, and he had no doubt that they complied with his 


as they could go. 

Patsy frowned discontentedly. 

“They may be innocent after all,’’ he thought, ‘‘but if 
they are in any way connected with Laredo’s gang, it’s 
unlucky that they have managed to scoot.”’ 

All this happened very quickly. The Mexicans had taken 
to flight before the policemen were fairly at the scene. 

_“What’s all this, Mr. Miles?’’ asked one of them, recog- 
nizing the horse-dealer. 

‘This man,’’ replied Miles pointing to Laredo, ‘‘was the 
leader of the horse-thieves who have been giving me 
trouble for months. 

‘““Hfo shot at me and I killed him, that’s all.”’ 

The policeman glanced at Patsy and then looked in-| 
quiringly at Miles. 


request. 

During the morning before the session of the police 
court, Patsy had taken a look at the stock yards owned by 
Miles and Thompson. 

After court he accompanied Mr. Miles to his office. 

“This is my secretary, Miguel Sanchez,’’ said Miles, 
when they entered the private room. 

Sanchez, a tall, dark young man, witha very grave face, 
rose from the desk where he was at work and bowed 
politely to Patsy. 

‘*You are the detective, I suppose,’’ he said, who has 
come from New York to help us.’’ 

‘*Ves;’’ replied Patsy. 

‘““Were you ever in aa part of the'country before?’? 

“No. 99 : 
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pans a a ky hen 


“You will proces find criminals here more desperate 


than they are in New York.’’ 


‘*Perhaps so.”’ 

“They are very quick to shoot.”’’ 

“*So I’ve heard.”’ 

“You do not seem at all alarmed by the prospect.’’ 

Patsy smiled quietly.’ 

“‘T have found,’’ he replied, ‘‘that the enemy who works 
‘in the dark is more dangerous than the man who draws 
Ais gun by daylight.”’ 

“You mean traitors,’’ ( said einihog ‘“There is no 
doubt that they are the hardest kind of men to overcome. 

‘‘Unfortunately we have every reason to suspect that 
there are traitors among our employees.”’ 

Patsy turned to Mr. Miles who had been occupied in 
looking over the morning mail. 

‘*Well, Mr. Murphy,’’ said Miles, ‘Shave you prepared 
xyyour programme?”’ 

‘**T have,’’ replied Patsy. 

Sanchez resumed his place at his desk. 

Patsy had been studying this man very attentively from 


the moment he entered the room. 


He was much interested to notice how Sanchez used the 
~words ‘‘our’’ and *‘we”’ in speaking of the affairs of Miles 
and Thompson. 

~ *One would think,’’ reflected Patsy, ‘‘that he was a 
member of the firm instead of the private secretary of one 
of the partners.”’ 

With his quick judgment of men’s characters, the detec- 


tive felt very suspicious of this secretary with the Mexican. 


name and appearance. 

He had no evidence except mere impression to justify 
his suspicion, but he felt that it would be wise to take 
such a course as would expose Sanchez in his true light 


either as friend or foe. 


‘‘What is your programme, Mr. Murphy?” asked Miles. 

“I think I’d better start for the ranch at once,’’ replied 
Patsy. 

‘‘T shall not question your decisicn at all,’’ responded 
Miles, ‘‘for in engaging you to work, I do so with the 
resolution to let you go your own way and to aid you as 
far as I can. 

‘‘As I told you last night, you will need a letter to iden- 
tify you to Thompson. I will have the letter prepared at 
once if you like.”’ 

**Do so,’’? said Patsy, ‘‘and. tell me where the ranch is 
located.’ 

‘‘Tt’s about a hundred miles south of here,’’ responded 
‘Miles, ‘‘on the borders of two counties. 

ea county boundary lines, in fact, run through the 
ranch.’ 

He turned to a map of Texas that hung on the wall, and 
pointed out the location. 

The two counties referred to were La Salle and Encinal. 

““You will see,’’ said Miles, ‘‘that it’s between two forks 
of the Nueces River. 

“The nearest eon station is Fort Newell on the 


- morthern fork. 


“Tt’s about ake five miles from-the ranch.”’ 

“T should say it was farther than that,’’ remarked 
Patsy, ‘‘to the nearest noes teat Hs : 

“‘Oh, yes, twice as far.’ 

“How do you usually get there??? 


‘‘When I go alone I usually take the railroad as far as. 


Cotulla, and then go on horseback the rest of the way. 
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“One could go all the way by horseback if he choose 
to.”’ 

‘“*I don’t see any reason for doing that in this case,’’ said 
Patsy. 

**Sanchez,’’ said Miles, suddenly, ‘‘get that letter ready 
for Mr. Murphy, will you?’’ 

‘“‘T am preparing it now,’’ replied Sanchez. 

Patsy kept his eyes on the map. 

He saw that there were other stations besides Cotulla at 
which he might stop. 

‘“‘T think I’ll take the usual course,’’ he said. 

‘‘By way of Cotulla?’’ asked Miles. 

Ves, 79 

‘‘Very well, then, when do Mis wish to go?’’ 

‘To-day.’ 

Miles consulted a time-table. 

‘There is no train,’’ he said, ‘‘until evening. ‘Will you 
take that or take an early one to-morrow morning?’’ 

“T’ll take the evening train,’’ replied Patsy; ‘‘is the 
letter ready?’’ 

Sanchez rose and passed him a note of introduction 
written upon tissue paper. ; 

Patsy handed it to Miles, who signed his name and 
passed it. back. 

“‘This makes certain,’’ said Patsy, in a tone of satisfac- 
tion ene confidence, ‘‘that I shall. be well received at the 
ranch.’ 

He then carefully folded the letter, put it in his pocket- 
book, and prepared to leave. 

**Is there anything we can do for you during the day?’’ 
asked Miles. 

“Wo, you are not likely to see me again until I return 
from the ranch.”’ 

With this he left the office and strolled about the street 
for an hour. : 

Twice during this time he saw Sanchez. 

The second time they met face to face. 

Sanchez stopped and asked him some common-place 
questions about how he liked San Antonio, ete. 

Patsy answered in the same common-place way, but kept 
his real thoughts to himself. 

He was more than ever suspicious of Miles’ secretary. 


CHAPTER III. 
UP A TREE. 


Mr. Miles had given Patsy an earnest invitation to lodge 
at his house, but for reasons of his own, Patsy had de- 
clined and taken a room at the hotel. 

Shortly after his second sight of Sanchez, he went to his 
room and remdined there perhaps half an hour. 

When he left the hotel again, he had the appearance of 


'a cowboy. 


He loitered in the office for a few minutes, anxious to 
discover whether he were being watched. 

If any of the idlers there were shadowing the move- 
ments of Mr. Miles’ friend, it was plain that none of them 
suspected the cowboy. 

Satisfied on this point, Dage went to one of the horse- 
dealers in the city and bought a powerful horse whose 
speed was said to be great. : 

He started southward and rode leisurely until he was 
well beyond the city limits. 

Then he put spurs to his horse, and until evening 
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pushed foueuen as rapidly as he could without exhausting | 
the animal. 

He passed the night in a small village, and next morning 
early continued his journey. 

He rode for many miles at atime without coming in 
sight of a house. 

Such streams as he came to he crossed by fording, as 
there were no bridges. 

Shortly after midday, he saw a solitary horseman seated 
in the saddle with his horse turned directly across the 
road as if waiting for him. 

Patsy rode on at a moderate pace, and when he came 
near the horseman, reined aside to go around him. 


The man-held up one hand to indicate that he wished to 
speak to Patsy. 

The detective accordingly drew rein and halted. 

‘*Where are you bound for, stranger?’’-asked the horse- 
man. 

‘*San Diego,’’ answered Patsy. 

The horseman shook his head. 

**You’re on the wrong road,’’ he ramarked. 

“I’m not so far out of the way but that I can find it 
again,’’ responded Patsy. 

‘You won’t find it this way.”’ 

“Why not, stranger?’’ 

‘‘Because you an’t going any farther this way.”’ 

‘I reckon you’re greatly mistaken,’’ retorted Patsy, 
making a quick movement toward his pistol-pocket. 
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PATGY 


When: you got a baaled down. 


beasts the horse-.. 


iman, indifferently, ‘‘I’ll talk to you.’ 


Patsy gave the horse another dig with the spurs. 

He whinnied with pain and dashed forward. 

Patsy reined hia so that he came full-tilt against the 
other horse. 

At the same instant Patsy reached forward and seized 
the revolver which the horseman was holding with his 
right hand against the pommel. . 

The horseman had not only the revolver but the bridle 
in his hand, and Patsy wrenched both away at the first: 
effort. 

With the same movement he brought the revolver 
against the man’s face, not with sufficient force to knock. 
him completely from ths saddle, but enough to cause him 
to sway backward. 

The stranger’s horse, alarmed at the ace darted to 
one side, and Patsy turned about like a flash and fired the: 


‘|revolver he had just taken. 


The bullet was meant for the horse. 

It hit the mark exactly, just back of the horse’s ear. 

The horse stagger ed two or three paces and then fell! 
dead. 

Patsy, meantime, had put spurs to his own horse, and 
was a hundred yards away before his enemy had got well 
upon his feet after being carried down by the falling: 
horse. 

. The dismounted horseman earried more than one revol-. 


The horseman laughed and Patsy did not draw his’ Ver 28 Patsy discovered when he heard the report of a. 


weapon. 


He saw that the hosoneni ‘had him covered. 

The muzzle of a revolver showed just above the pommel 
of the saddle. 

“‘T’ve had you covered since you came in sight,’’ re- 
marked the horseman. 

‘*I see you’ve got the advantage of the argumsnt,’’ ad- 
mitted Patsy, good humoredly. 

‘‘t thought you'd change your tune. Now then, perhaps 
you'll tell me again that you’re going to San Diego.”’ 

**No,’’ returned Patsy, “I won’t tell you anything of the 
kind.’’ 


‘““Thompson’s ranch,’’ remarked the horseman, ‘‘is a 
jong ways from here.’’ 

**Tg it?’’ asked Patsy, indifferently. 

““That’s where you’re bound an’t it?’’, 

*‘See here!’ exclaimed Patsy impatiently, ‘‘let’s have 
an understanding about this. 

‘‘You’ve held meup. I’vearight to ask what you! re 
going to do about it.”’ 

‘I’m going to prevent you from going to Thompson’s.”’ 

The detective’s horse was remarkably restless. 


He was constantly prancing and apparently trying £0 lig 


leap forward, and Patsy had a good deal of difficulty to 
keep him still. 


The reason of this would have been clear enough to the 
horseman if he could have seen that Patsy was quietly 
digging the spurs into the horse’s flanks all the time. 

He did not see this, however, and he supposed that 
Patsy, was really doing his best to keep the animal under 
control. 

“Tf that nag gets away with you, and runs,’’ remarked 
the horseman, ‘‘I shall be obliged to send a bullet after 
you. 29 

_ “Tm doing the best I can, don’t you see?” retorted, 
aga apabionty, 


weapon behind him. 

The ball raised the dust a little at one side. 

“Not a bad shot,” thought the detective, and he lay far 
down upon his horse to present as little a targets possible: 
to his enemy. 

Meantime, his animal was galloping with all speed. 

Another shot followed, but it was ineffective. 

A moment later, Patsy turned his head and-saw the 
horseman standing beside his horse as if he had given up 
any hope of pursuit. 

‘“‘That’s number one,’’ thought Patsy, ‘‘and he’s proba- 
bly only a sentinel posted out there by a gang. 

“The rest of the gang are probably wae within @ 
few miles. 

“It will be just my luck to ride right into tera, 

“It also looks pretty certain that these fellows have: 
been informed somehow that a detective is on the way 
from San Antonio to the ranch. 

mig! may be mistaken in that, however, for Miles told me 
that I was likely to be intercepted in any case.’’ 

On this part of his journey Patsy’s way lay Across an 
almost unbroken plain. 

. Two or three miles beyond the nein where he had en- 
untered the horseman, a small wooded hill lay at a 
little to one side of his course. 

Patsy turned toward it and urged his horse in among 
the trees until he was completely concealed from the road. 

Then he dismounted, and having fastened his horse, 
walked to the top of the hill. 

There he tried to climb the highest tree.’ 

ene trunk of this tree was too large to allow of ‘‘shin- 
ning’’ up, and its lowest branches were far above his 
reach. oe 

He at first thought of weighting the end of a cord with 
a pebble and tossing it over the lowest branch and pulling 
himself up by means of it. 


He foresaw difficulties to this plan boceas the trees 
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grew so thickly there that it would have been almost im- 
possible to toss a pebble without catching the rope upon 
branches of other trees. 

So he abandoned that idea and instead climbed a sap- 
pling that grew about a rod from the large tree. 

He went up as far on the sapling as he could without 
breaking the trunk. 


Then he began to swing back and forth until the tree 


was moving something like a pendulum upside down. 
As it swung toward the larger tree he let go and in his 


fall caught the lewest branch with his hands, pulled him- 


self upon it, and then continued to climb the tree in the 
ordinary way. 

It rose so far above the other trees on the hill- i-top, that 
when he was about three-quarters of the way up he could 
see out upon the plain miles beyond any point that he could 
have seen from his horse had he been standing in the 


road, 
Far to the south a faint dark line across the plain indi- 


cated the course of a river. 

The line was caused by willows and-other trees that 
grew along the banks. 

With the naked eye Patsy thought he could distinguish 
a faint column of smoke arising at a bend in the dark line. 

He had provided himself in San Antonio with a small 


but powerful spy-glass of the kind that can be shut up in 
- a small compass and carried in the pocket. 


Adjusting this to his eye he directed it toward the river. 
He saw that smoke indeed was arising from a spot near 


the banks. 


The glass was so powerful that if the plain had been 
wholly bare of trees, he could have ee lneHiched forms of 


* aaen even at that distance. 


_As it was, however, he sought in vain at first for any 


eS sign of life there. 
_ At length, against the dark background of the line of | 


trees, he observed two or three slightly darker spots that 
seemed to waver much as if they were gigantic leaves 
stirred by the wind. 
His own resting-place was unsteady and at first he fared 
that the apparent movement of these spots was caused by 
the vibration of the tree from which he was looking. 
He secured himself more firmly, and having rested his |. 


“Now then, the question is, is that camp friendly ox: 
hostile?’’ 

Having come thus far in his reflections, Patsy consulted 
a pocket-map of Texas which gave the boundary lines of 
counties, the courses of rivers, and the location of the. 
principal towns. 

He had already crossedjthe Frio River. 

This river at the south must be the Neuces. 

Thompson’s ranch lay a good many miles south of the: 
Neuces and at first thought it seemed .as if this camp was. 
likely to be the resting-place of cowboys pabloy es uporm 
the ranch. 

In that case the campers would be friendly. 

On the other hand, Miles had told him that the Mexican. 
bandits frequently camped for days at a time far north of 
the boundary line between the two countries. 

The very fact that their leader had been shot in Sam 
Antonio might indicate that they were a long way from. 
their own country. 

The most convincing evidence, Loe was the fact: 
that a horseman had been posted in the road on the north. 
side of the Neuces who had tried to prevent Patsy from: 
going farther in a southerly direction. 

‘“That’s a hostile camp and no mistake,’’ thought Patsy. 

“Tf I’m to do any good in this country, I’ve got to avoid. 
being taken by that gang.”’ 

Again he raised his glass to his eyes, and moved it: 
slowly from the point where the camp lay ina westerly 
direction. 

He kept his gaze upon the line of trees that marked the: 
course of the Neuces River. 

Presently he held the glass still, greatly interested in, 

something that had attracted his attention. 

He was looking for a possible line by which he could 
approach the river and cross it without being seen by the 
men in the hostile camp. 

The thing that attracted his attention was not an indica- 


| tion of such a line, but a rapidly moving object that was. 


going from the west directly toward the camp. 
As this object crossed a comparatively open space, Patsy 
saw that it was a horseman galloping at full speed. 
He instantly referred to his map again. 
“Tf I’m not mistaken about Sanchez,’’ so his thoughts: 
, ‘‘he informed the bandits days ago that a New York: 


arm a moment to make certain that it should not tremble Eee had been engaged to run them down, 


in the least he again raised the glass. 
He felt that he could not be mistaken this time. 
Those distant spots did waver slightly. — 


“That would account for the horseman being posted om: 
the trail that leads from San Antonio to the ranch. 
‘‘Now then, Iwas supposed to start from San Antonio 


He could not make out their form because they were so last night for Cotulla. 


much like the color of the trees directly behind them. 


Presently he shut une the glass again and set himself to 


thinking. 


‘‘A column of smoke like that,’’ he’ refiected, ‘‘must 


mean a camp, especially as the smoke isn’t as strong now 
as it was when I first looked at it. 


‘‘Whoever is camped there has just finished cooking 


dinner, and the fire has been allowed to go out, 


‘Those dark spots that seem to be unsteady must be 


horses that are tethered just outside the camp. 


“If any one were posted as a sentinel on one of the trees 

along by that river, he could see a man on horseback 
pretty nearly as far away as this is. 

“It’s diamonds to glass beads that eee vea Sontinel 


posted. 


“That means that if I ae beyond this hill in that direc- 


tion, I shall be spotted before I get half way there. 


‘‘Nobody saw me get on the train, and I don’t think 
anybody in that gang saw me leave San Antonio by horse. 

‘* At the same time Sanchez knew I was going and as he: 
didn’t see me take the train he must have concluded that, 
I went the other way. __ 

‘‘That horseman, who is now making toward the camp: 
is riding from the direction of Cotulla. 

‘*T¢ seems to me that can’t mean anything but one thing. : 

‘‘Word is being sent by him to warn the camp that I am: 
on the way. 

‘Somebody was sent by Sanchez to Cotulla by train, 
and there he took a horse and is now going to the camp: 
with word that they must intercept me. 

‘‘Well, there’s one thing in my favor. 

‘These fellows are probably not used to disguises, and 
the description they will have of me won’t fit. 


“They won’t know that I’m the man they want unless, 
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“Tf they should capture me and find that letter, it will 
‘be a dead give away. 
“If I should destroy it now and finally get to the ranch, 


lass upon it. 
° He distineeished without difficulty the form of the 
horse he had ane a 
Near it a small fire was blazing. 
Beside the fire stood the horseman who had held up the 


‘Thompson will be inclined to string me up to the nearest , detective. 


aree for a spy. 
-‘*T shall have to try not to be captured,’’ 


CHAPTER IV. 
PATSY SURRENDERS. 


Patsy watched the distant horseman through his glass 
until he saw him disappear at the spot where the thin 
column of smoke had first appeared as an indication of the 
‘presence of a camp. 

Smoke was no longer to be seen there. 

In all probability Patsy’s surmise was correct. 

‘The bandits had finished their dinner and allowed the 
‘fire to go out. 

They were now probably listening to the information| 
that this rider brought to them. 

It might be that they would depend upon their sentinel 
‘posted far out on the road to San Antonio to intercept the | 
detective, and that they would wait where they were until 
night for the sentinel to bring in his prisoner. _ 

“Tf they would only do that,’’ thought Patsy, ‘‘I’d take 
my chances of going by at night by a roundabout way.’?| 

In the hope that they would do this, he remained in the 
‘tree and occasionally directed his glance through the glass 
‘toward the camp. 

Patsy had three or four sheets of letter-paper and a. 
‘blank envelope in his pocket. 

With a stylographic pen he covered one of these sheets 
of paper with what appeared to be an ordinary business : 
‘letter addressed, to ‘‘Dear Mr. Taylor.’’ 

He signed it H. A. Brown and made the date line San 
‘Diego, as if the letter had come from that place a few days 
“previously. ; 

He then addressed the envelope to John N. Taylor, San 
Antonio, Texas. 

This done, he put on a two-cent stamp which he imme. | 
diately discolored and then drew a faint outline of a post- 
“mark with the word Diego faintly traced upon the edge. 

“‘There,’’ he said, “that looks as if this letter had been 
‘mailed in San Diego, and as if the ink on the postmaster’s 
stamp was almost dry.”’ 

He sealed the letter in the usual Way and tore off one 
end of the envelope. Pk 

After a time he resumed his spy-glass and noticed that 
“the wavering dark spots that he had correctly guessed to 
be horses, were now moving steadily away from the back- 
-ground that had partially concealed them. 

The camp was on the move. 

A moment later he could distinguish nearly two dozen 
“moving objects coming toward him. 

It was evident that they had decided to reinforce the 
Sentry. ae 

‘I shall have to make a break for it by daylight, ’’ 
‘thought Patsy. 

He turned to descend the tree and in so doing glanced 
‘backward in the direction.from whence he had come. 

Three miles away to the north he saw a column of 
smoke rising from the ground. 


There was no mistaking the meaning of this spectacle. 
The fire built by the horseman was meant as a signal to 


his companions far southward that the detective had ap- 


peared and gone on. 


‘I wonder,”’ reflected Patsy, ‘‘whether anybody else 


will see that smoke besides the fellows at the camp.”’ 

He turned his glass slowly toward the east from the 
point where the dead horse lay and presently saw two 
riders galloping at full speed toward the fire. 

Then looking through his glass in a direction west of 
the fire, he saw another horseman going toward it. 

“Right again!’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘they had more than one 
sentinel out and they’re all coming in now, warned by 
that fire that the man they are after has eseaped. 

‘‘They’ve got me within their own lines, and it will be 
good luck and nothing else that will prevent them from 
capturing me.”’ 

He descended the tree with all speed. 

He knew perfectly well that the bandits would explore 
this solitary hillin the hope of finding their enemy, as it 
was the only spot for miles around on the plain where a 


‘|man could possibly hide. 


Having unfastened his horse and led him from out the 
thicket of trees, he mounted and galloped toward the 
west. 


* For half a mile he saw that the hill itself sereened him - 


from any possible view by men riding out from the camp. 

Whether the sentinels riding toward the fire at the 
north saw him was of no especial consequence, because 
even if they should see him and give pursuit, he would 
have such a start that they would have small chance of 
overtaking him, 

Once away from the hill he looked over his left shoul- 
der toward the south. . 

The bandits were not in sight. 

While he had seen them quite clearly through the glass 
from the tree-top they were beyond the range of the 
naked eye from the ground. 


He reined his horse a little toward the south-west. 

He did not put spurs to the animal, because he believed 
that it would be time to use the spurs when the bandits 
| had discovered his presence and given pursuit. 

Foratime it seemed to Patsy as if he were going to 
succeed in the plan he had undertaken. 

This was to cross the Nueces River at a point several 
miles westward from the place where the bandits had 
camped. Then, sheltered from view by the line of trees 
that grew along its banks, he could have resumed_ his 
‘journey directly toward the ranch. 

Everything depended, therefore, upon his reaching the 
Nueces before the bandits caught sight of him. 

There was another small hill, hardly more than a 
knoll. lying considerably to the south of the course he was 
‘taking. 

In the hope that‘it would screen him still further from 
| the bandits, he turned toward it. 

It was undoubtedly a good move for if he had not done 
‘So, the bandits would have discovered him sooner than 
they did. 

As it happened they saw him just after he had emerged 
from behind this second hill. 

They were then fully three miles away almost due east. 

The Nueces was not less than five miles distant south- 
west from the point where Patsy then was. 

_ If it had been merely a race between Patsy and the 


| bandits as to which should reach the N ueces first, Patsy ° 


would have been the victor. 

That, however, wag only a detail in his plan. 

He would still have many miles to ride after crossing 
the river before arriving at Thompson’s ‘ranch. 

There was a chance that he might outride them and ac- 
cordingly when he saw that. his presence was discovered 
and that the whole band had set out in pursuit, he dug the 


Instantly guessing what this might mean, he turned hig 


ee 
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spurs into his horse’s flanks and urged him forward at: 


the fastest possible rate. 
_ The chase had continued about five minutes when Patsy 
heard the faint sound of fire-arms at his left, 

There was no possibility that the bandits could send 
their bullets as far as that, and he nad no doubt that they 
were firing in order to attract attention. 

“That's like firing a shot across the bows of a vessel at 
‘sea, ”” he thought, ‘‘in order to make her lie to. 

“They expect me to lie to and wait for them to come up 
and capture me. 

“I guess I won’t hear their shots, but will keep on in 
my own way.’’ 

* Several more shots were fired, but Patsy paid no atten- 
tion to them. 

The bandits were a little nearer to the river than he 
was, but he seemed to have the better horse, for he could 
nof observe when he turned his head that they were 
gaining upon him. 

Nevertheless, he realized that his danger was very 
great, for when he turned his head again, he saw that the 
bandits had scattered. 


A few were proceeding toward the rider in a line 
diagonal to his own course. 

‘These few he could outstrip without much doubt. 

Another section of the band, however, had turned 
directly to the west, and still another, the larger number, 
had veered away to the south. 

It was clear enough that the bandits had given up hope 
of intercepting him before he reached the river. 

They meant, undoubtedly, to cross the river above and 
below the point where he would strike it with the inten- 
tion of cutting off his further escape after he should have 
crossed. 

Patsy was almost inclined to halt where he was and 
surrender, trusting to his shrewdness to escape from them 
later. 

‘'There was also a temptation to make a fight of it 
against the few who were directly pursuing him. 

If he had done that, however, while he might by his 
‘skillful shooting kill off all his enemies, it would bea 
‘hundred to one that they would shoot his horse. 

He would then have to proceed on foot, and there would 
‘be no escape from falling into the hands of one or the 
other of the detachments that had made for the river at 
different points. 

“‘T’l] make one more play for good luck,’’ thought 
Patsy. 

He continued on with all speed toward the river, and 

. just as he entered the line of trees that bordered the 
banks, those who were pursuing him fired at him, 

._ If they were good marksmen their aim must have been 
disturbed by the motion of their horses, for the bullets 
-went tearing through the leaves above Patsy’s head. 

None came very near him. 

His horse took willingly to the water and obeyed the 
rein when Patsy turned him toward the east. 

The horse half swam and half waded down the stream 
for about a quarter of a mile. Hast 

The river was very crooked just there and a few rods 
from the point where he entered it, the detective passed 
around a bend that concealed him from view from the 
bandits who had followed him directly. 

He halted a moment there and could hear the splashing 
of their horses as they, too, entered the river. He then pro- 
ceeded somewhat farther down the stream and finally 
emerged upon the same side from which he had entered. 

There he dismounted in the shelter of ‘the trees and 
waited. 

There was little doubt that all the bandits had crossed 
‘to the other bank of the Nueces and were now searching 
the plains on that side for some sign of the fugitive. 

If it should happen that the land on the south side was 
hilly, they might spend several hours galloping from one 
hill to another and exploring every possible hiding-place. 

If, however, the land was level they would soon see 
that the detective was not upon that side of the river. 

They would conclude, therefore, that he had doubled on 
his tracks just as he had done and would come back to 
the northern side to hunt for him, 


i fore they had seen him, he shouted: 


If they should do this, Patsy would have a chance of 
_fording the river and escaping them. 

| He thought that his chances improved every minute, for 
a if were only night-time he believed that he could escape 
them. 

He resolved, therefore, to stay where he was until night, 
|unless events should happen to compel him to mount 
again and take his chances by daylight. 

‘If I had made the land on the other side of the river,’” 
he thought, grimly, ‘‘I would have put plenty of small 
hills there so that these fellows might have several hours 
of work before them in hunting for me.”’ 

Unfortunately for Patsy’s plan the land on the other 
side was even more unbroken than it was at the north. 

The bandits speedily discovered that the fugitive had 
duped them, and the three gangs met ata point almost 
directly across the river from where Patsy was hiding. 

They then separated into smaller detachments, and each 
band, of three or four, started to recross the river at 


SELLE 


different points. 


None of these bands happened to cross very near to:the 
spot where Patsy stood, but that made no difference with 
the final result. 

He was listening intently for any signs to indicate the 
presence of his pursuers when he heard galloping at his 
back. 

Peering through the foliage toward the north, he saw 
three horsemen coming directly toward him. 

He at once realized that these three were those whom 
he had seen approaching the dismounted sentinel’s fire 


1 from the east and west. 


They, too, had seen him and had joined in the pursuit 


| and now, ignorant of the fact that he had not crossed the 


river, they were coming directly upon his hiding-place. 
Patsy shrugged his shoulders and waited. 

It would have been certain death to attempt to. ford the 
stream now. 

Tnese three would have arrived at the bank before he 
was ,half way over and could have riddled him with 
bullets. 

So, as soon as they had entered the line of trees and be- 


“Here lam. You’ve won the game.”’ 


CHAPTER V. 
PATSY’S NEW-FASHIONED POCKET, 


The horseman drew rein suddenly and raised their re- 
volvers as Patsy stood behind his horse ready to makeea 
fight if necessary. 

The bandits, however, did not seem inclined to shoot. 

‘‘You’d better come from behind that horse,’’ remarked 
one of them, ‘‘so that we can see whether you’re playing 
it fair or not.”’ 

Patsy was a little inclined to suspect treachery, but he 
knew thatif he should remain where he was the first 
thing these men would do would be to kill his horse. 

Then, although he might be equal to them, there would 
still be the other bandits across the river. 

His one chance, therefore, lay in apparent surrender, so 
with both hands a little away from his body that they 
might see that he was not prepared to. shoot, he stepped 
beside his horse and faced them. 

They looked até him amoment and then each one fired 
his pistol in the air, 

This was a signal to their comrades that the fugitive 
had been captured. : 

The three who had come upon the detective dismounted 
and one of them tethered the hor3es. 

The others came up to Patsy and looked him over. 

‘““Who are you?’’ asked one. 

‘‘My name is Taylor,’’ replied Patsy; ‘‘I started to gm 
to San Diego and got off the trail. © se i 
**T suppose it was one of your fellows that held me up. 

‘I didn’t want any trouble, but I did want to go along, 
so I shot his horse.”’ * 


‘You wouldm’t have had any trouble,’’ remarked the) 


ee 


‘bandit, ‘if you had done what he told you to and taken 

the right trail for San Diego instead of making for 

“Thom pson’s ranch.”’ : 
**He spoke of Thompson’s ranch, too,’’ returned Patsy; 
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‘“‘we don’t want no trouble with you, if you’re the mam. 
you claim to be, but we’ve got to find out about it.’’ 
‘‘All right,’’ returned Patsy, ‘‘the sooner you find out 


“IT didn’t know what he meant, and I don’t know what|the better. 


"you mean.’ 

**Perhaps not,’’ said the bandit; ‘‘we’ll see about that 
Jater, but if you were all right what did you run for? 

‘“‘Why didn’t you stop when shots were fired?’’ 

““Why,’’ returned Patsy with a good-natured smile, ‘‘I 
didn’t want to get captured by you fellows. Why 
should I? 

** All I wanted to do was to go along without trouble. 

““So I made a race for it, and you’re too many for me, 
that’s all there is to it.”’ 

He laughed quietly as if the result of the chase was the 
most agreeble thing in the world... 

‘*Well, we'll see,’”’ was all the bandit replied. 

‘“Better take away his gun,’’ remarked the other. 

*‘Here it is,’ said Patsy, promptly. 

He took out both his revolvers and laid them on the 
ground at his feet. — 

One of the bandits picked them up, and both looked at 
him with great curiosity. 

The others were heard approaching through the river, 
and nothing further was said until the whole gang had 
arrived and dismounted. 

Patsy had observed that the three men who had cap- 
tured him were not Mexicans. 

Among those who now surrounded him, at least half 
appeared to be Americans. . 

One who appeared to be the leader stood a little forward 
of the other with his arms folded looking at Patsy in- 
tently. } 

He turned after a moment to one of his companions and 
muttered : 

“This isn’t the man, is it?”’ 

‘‘Don’t look like him,’’ answered the companion. 

““Stranger,’’ said the leader after another interyal. of 
silence, ‘‘who are you and where are you going?”’ 

“T’ve just told three of your men whol am,’’ replied 
Patsy; ‘‘my name is Taylor and I’m going to San Diego.”’ 

**What do you think of it?”’ 

This questions was addressed by the leader to the com- 
spanion to whom he had spoken before. 

‘“‘Durned if I know,’’ was the reply. 

“I’ve heard of detectives disguising themselves, but I 
could almost take my oath that this wasn’t the fellow I 
saw in San Antonio.’’ 

**We don’t want any trouble,’’ remarked the leader in 
an undertone, ‘‘ with anybody who isn’t against us.”’ 

“No, that we don 't.”’ 


‘“‘What do you want me to do?’’ 

‘We shall have to search you, stranger.”’ 

“Go ahead,’’ returned Patsy, ‘‘you’ll find lots of things 
in my pecket and Ill answer any questions about them 
you want to ask.”’ 

Saying this he removed his coat and handed it to the 
leader. 

The first thing the leader took out was Patsy’s pocket- 
lantern. 

He turned it over in his hand curiously, wondering 
what it was meant for. 

His companion was meantime taking out other articles: 
from the pockets. 

They were all laid upon the ground in a little heap. 

**People round here,’’ remarked the leader, ‘‘don’t often. 
carry such things as that.’’ 

“Quite likely,’’ answered Patsy. 

“What do you do with that?”’ asked the, leader, touch- 
ing the pocket-lantern with his toe. 

‘Take photograps,’’ replied Patsy. 

“‘I suppose you’re one of these educated cowboys,’’ re- 
marked the leader, contemptuously. 

“IT guess that’s right,’’ returned Patsy. 

They found no other papers in his coat-pockets save the: 
blanks sheets of letter paper. 

They might have suspected something from the fact: 
that these sheets were exactly like the one on which the: 
humbug letter to John N. Taylor- was written, but they 
passed them on without thought. 

They next asked for Patsy’s vest. 

He promptly took it off and handed it to them. 

They made the same kind of search through that with- 
out finding anything to arouse their suspicions. 

Suddenly the leader’s companion, who was evidently the 
man that had brought the message from San Antonio 
about the coming of the detective, exclaimed: 

‘*Perhaps this letter is written in invisible ink on those 
sheets of) paper we found in his coat-pocket.”’ 

Patsy smiled and put on a look of amazement. 

‘I suppose this letter, ’’ he remarked, ‘‘is something that; 
would be very important to meif I’m the man you’re 
thinking of.”’ ; 

““Of course,’’ returned the leader. 

“Well, then, see here,’’ and Patsy reached down and 
took up the three sheets of blank paper. 

He deliberately tore them into small fragments, and 
holding them in the palm of his hand, asked if somebody 


“Tf this fellow isn’t the man, what has become of the! would hand him a match from his match-safe. 


detective that you left in San Antonio?”’ 

The man addressed shrugged his shoulders. 

*Tt beats me,’’ he said. f 

“The plains are wide, but our’ men must have seen 
everybody who came along and this fellow is the only 
one. 

“‘T’1] tell you a way to find out,’’ he cried, suddenly. 

Then he whispered in the leader’s ear. 

“Ah, yes!’’ replied the leader. 

Then turning to Patsy he said: 

“‘Have you got any letters about you?”’ 

*“T’ve got one.”’ 

‘* and it over.”’ 

Patsy promptly produced the letter he had written in 


‘the tree. se 
The leader and his comrade merely glanced at the en- 


velope. 

“The canceled stamp and the imitation of the postmark 
were so natural that nobody would have suspected the 
deception. Hie 

“T don’t object to your reading the letter,’’ remarked 
Patsy, indifferently, ‘‘it ought to make everything clear.’’ 

The leader read the letter through, replaced it in the 
envelope, and turned again to his companion. 

‘What do you think now?’’ he added. 


bd 


“Tt looks straight,’’’ was the reply, ‘‘but it may be all a . 


fake and the one way to settlé it is to find whether this 
fellow has a letter for Thompson. 


‘You want to burn ’em up?’’ asked the leader. - 

**Yes, they’re of no use to me; nothing was ever written 
on them.”’ 
_ “Never mind burning ’em,’’ said the leader. ‘‘I’ll take 
’em. 33 

The leader took the fragments of paper and crammed 
them into his pocket, 

His companion meantime was going through Patsy’s 
pocket-book. 

“‘I was told,’’ he said, ‘‘that the fellow put the letter ir 
his pocket-book.’’ 

“That settles Sanchez,’’ thought Patsy, ‘‘nobody else: 
could have told that.”’ ; 

There was nothing whatever in the pocket-book to indi- 
cate that Patsy was not the J. N. Taylor he represented 
himself to be: j 

At the demand of the bandits he turned his trousers 
pockets inside out. 

Then the leader and two or three others consulted in 
whispers. 

““Stranger,”’ said the leader after this was done, ‘‘T 


| guess you'll have to take off everything you’ve got on.”’ 


‘All right,’’ responded Patsy, cheerfully, and he pro- 
ceeded at once to comply with their command. 

The bandits made a most thorough examination of alt 
his clothing; looking for hidden linings and even tried to 
find whether there might not be a concealed pocket in the 
hee! of his shoe. 


“Stranger,’’ said the leader, after a moment’s thought, 
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The result of their search was that they discovered 
nothing whatever to indicate that Patsy was on his way to 
Thompson’s ranch. 

Convinced that they had been mistaken in him, they 
allowed him to put on his clothes again, and then gave 
back all the articles that had been taken away. ° 

‘“If you hadn’t run for it,’’ said the leader, ‘‘we could 
have done all this hours ago, and you wouldn’t have lost 
so much time.” 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter,’’ responded. Patsy, indifferently, 
“I’m glad you’re satisfied, that’s all.”’ 

‘“We’re satisfied,’* returned the leader, ‘‘and if you like 
some of our men will conduct you to the trail leading to 
San Diego.”’ 

‘All right,’’ said the detective, ‘‘I shouldn’t object to 
that at all. How far away is it?” ‘ 

“You'll strike a trail about six miles to the east, and 


ook here, stranger, you'll understand that we haven’t 


put you to this trouble for nothing. 

‘‘We’re after a certain man and we propose to get him.”’ 

“That’s right,’’ said Patsy, ‘‘you don’t want me to put 
him on his guard if I should meet him, eh?’’ 

“That’s what I was thinking, and the best thing for 
you to-do is to say nothing about what has happened.”’ 

““T sha’n’t speak of it.”’ 

Patsy mounted his horse and half a dozen of the bandits 
accompanied him across the plain until they came to the 
trail which they told him would take him to San Diego. 

They stopped there and remained until he had galloped 
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on for more than a mile. _ 

Then they turned their horses about and returned to 
their companions. 

Patsy kept along the San Diego trail until he had, been 
out of sight.of the bandits for a quarter of an hour or 
more, Then he turned sharply to the south coming again 
to the Nueces River a little before nightfall. 

He forded it without difficulty, and three hours later 
arrived at Thompson’s ranch. 

He was met by cowboys who were posted as sentinels 
there. 

They held him up in true Western fashion until he had 
explained himself. 

‘*‘T’ve a letter for Mr. Thompson,”’ said Patsy. 

‘‘Let’s see it,’’ said one of the sentinels. 

“Td rather give it into his own hands,’’ responded 
Patsy. ‘‘You can take my guns and everything else I’ve 


’ got, if you want to.”’ 


CHAPTER VI. 
A SURPRISED SENTINEL. 


‘‘Mr. Murphy,’’ said the rancher, after he had read his 
partner’s letter, ‘‘I haven’t been so hopeful for many days 
as Iam now.’’ 

‘‘Has something new happeneed?’’ asked Patsy. 

“You do not or will not understand me,’’ returned 
Thompson; ‘‘I mean that your arrival here gives me 


“Oh! Thank you.”’ 

‘‘Any one who could get into the hands of that gang and 
come out alive must be able to rescue my little daughter. 
I haye every confidence that you will succeed.”’ 

‘‘Don’t be too certain. There’s many a slip, you know. 
But what do you know? Where is the little girl?’’ 

‘‘We don’t know. We only suspect that she is in camp 
about twenty-five miles south of here.’’ 

‘“You have a good many men employed here,’ re- 
marked Patsy; ‘‘why don’t you send some of them out to 
give chase to the bandits?”’ 

‘‘Your question partly answers itself. 
chase.’ 

‘‘Wouldn’t they give you a fight?”’ 

“No. If they would we might beat them. Ina chase 
we are fortunate if we capture or kill one or two.”’ 

“In that way can’t you get rid of all of them?’’ 

“Tt seems not. Westrung up Laredo their leader, and 
suddenly another Laredo appears with as many men again 
as there were before, and thers we are.”” “ | 

‘‘The other Laredo was sho# and killed in San Antonio 
by you® partner day before yesterday.’’ 

‘‘Tmpossible!’’ 

‘*T was there.’’ 

‘“You saw Laredo?”’ 

*T Giger: 

‘‘What hour?’’ 

‘‘Harly evening.”’ 

‘Then there must be some mistake.’’ 

“Why?” ¢ 

‘“‘Because in the early evening of day before yesterday 


It would be a 


He reached out his revolvers as he spoke and one of the| two of our men saw Laredo not more than ten miles from . 


the main building of the ranch. 

He dismounted, fastened his horse as the others did 
theirs to a hitching post, and stepped into the house. 

Mr. Thompson, an elderly man who seemed to be in 
great trouble, rose from a chair and asked what was the 
matter. 4 

“I’ve come from your partner, Miles,’’ said Patsy, with- 
out waiting for the cowboys to speak. 

‘‘Where’s your letter?’’ asked Thompson. 

“The fact is,’? replied Patsy, ‘‘that I was captured by 


-ecowboys took possession of them. Then they led him to here. ”’ 


‘‘Then there are three of them.”’ 

‘*Perhaps so.”’ 

‘‘You are sure your men were not mistaken, I suppose.”’ 
‘‘Oh, yes. They’ve seen Laredo before.”’ 

‘‘What did they do this time?”’ 

“They fired at him.”’ 

‘‘And missed?”’ 

‘‘T am sorry to say so.”’ 

‘‘What then?” ; 

‘‘He fired into the air as if to express his contempt of 


the Mexican horse-thieves who have been giving you] us, put spurs to his horse, and fled.” 


trouble, and they searched me for that letter--—”’ 

‘‘And took it away from you, of course,’’ interrupted 
Thompson, impatiently. 

‘“You can’t come here with any such story as that. 

“T’ll have no man about this place whose identity isn’t 
settled. Bi 

‘Lock him up, boys.”’ 

‘“‘Just a moment!’’ exclaimed Patsy, ‘“‘I’ve got the | 
letter.”’ 

‘With this he raised the forward part of his wig, pushed 
his fingers up beneath it where, lying upon his natural 
hair, was the tissue paper upon which Sanchez had written 
the letter of introduction, signed by Miles. 


‘‘Did your men follow?”’ . 

‘“‘For a mile or two. He outstripped them as. well he 
might, for he rode the. best horse ever raised on this 
ranch.”’ 

‘*Didn’t the men locate him?”’ 

‘‘Not definitely.’ 

“Why not?’’ 

‘“‘Their orders are not to get into a general skirmish.” 

“Why, again?’’ 

‘‘Because my daughter is in their hands and they would 
kill her out of revenge.’’. : 

‘‘But your men fired on Laredo.’’ ‘i 
‘“They did it thoughtlessly. They shouldn’t have done 


“The Mexicans,’’ said Patsy, ‘‘stripped me, but they |so.”’ 


didn’t think of looking under my scalp.”’ 


Patsy reflected a moment. 

‘‘As I understand it,’’ he said, ‘‘these bandits are con- 
tinually putting up lawless jobs and you do not attack 
them openly because you fear for your daughter.”*” 

‘“That’s it, exactly. If it wasn’t for her, we’d like no’ 


ing better than a stand-up fight.”’ 


‘How many are there of them?”’ ‘ 


by 


b | 
i 


‘You must have met about half the gang to-day.” 
‘‘Where are the rest?”’ 
“If we are not mistaken they are still in camp about 
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With considerable difficulty he advanced the animal 


into the thicket several rods. 


lt might have been possible to go still farther in, but 


twenty miles away. Some of them were seen in that direc- ; this seemed sufficient to Patsy. 


tion this afternoon, showing that you didn’t meet the | 
| broad day, and no one would suspect his presence unless 


entire number.’ 
“I see. Have they made you an offer of any kind?’’ 
“Yes. One of them managed, to evade the sentries 
posted all around the ranch and left a letter on the door- 
step. ltis supposed to be written by Laredo. He offers | 
the: girl in exchange for the five men who were most 
directly concerned in hanging the first Laredo.’ 
“‘Quite a bargain!’’ 
_ “ti don’t need to say that it is an impossible one.”’ 
“‘What have you done about it?”’ 


‘‘T have said I would send word. I left a note to that 


The horse would be completely concealed there even in 


he should whinny. 

“T’ve got to take chances on the horse, talking,”’ 
thought Patsy. . 

When he had fastened the animal he proceeded on foot, 
first taking a careful look around him that he might be 
certain to find the place again. 

He kept on in a southerly direction, hoping always to 
detect the smell of smoke, or to see the glow of a camp- 
fire. 

About two miles from the thicket where he had left 


effect on my step the following night, and next mornirg it} Blanco, he came suddenly upon a horse, tethered and 


was gone.’ 
“Allright. I’ll take word to them myself.”’ 
“What will wyou say?”’ 


‘Never mind, Mr. Thompson, My horse is too exhausted | 
Can you supply me with | 


to send him farther to- night. 
another?”’ 


‘“Certainly, but you’re not going on to-night, are you?’’ | 
Ionly hope the gang I fell in with to- | 


“You bet lam! 
day haven’t caught onto me,’’ 


‘‘Jim,’’ said Thompson, addressing one of the cowboys, | 


‘‘oef a saddle on Blanco and fetch him around.”’ 
The cowboy departed at-once to get the horse and 
Thompson remarked to Patsy: 


“Miles and lagreed that if we engaged a detective he 
should be allowed to do exactly as he pleased. I don’t put 
anything in your way, you see, but what do you hope to 
gain by going on to-night?”’ 

‘‘Just this: those fellowss along the Nueces River are 
there to keep me back. If they suspect that I’ve got 
through their line, as they nay at any time, they’ll chase 
themselves to the camp at the south, and mose than 
likely they’ll light out and CLOSS the border with your 

daughter before “Tcan get at them.’ 

‘*T see. I think, too, that before many days they’ ll make 
a combined attack upon the ranch buildings themselves.”’ 

““We'll try to get the little girl away and then let ’em 
come on. What is her name?’’ 

“Nettie. ”’ 

At this moment the cowboy entered to say that Blanco 
was ready. 

Patsy immediately left the house and leaped to the 
saddle. 

‘‘Jim will go with you,’’ called Thompson, ‘‘for a few 
miles. He'll put you on the right trail.’’ 

‘* Allright. ’’ 
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Away they went, taking a roundabout way at. first to | 


get clear of the ranch buildings, and after that proceeding 
as directly south as possible. 

At the end of an hour the cowboy pulled up.’ 

‘*We’ve passed the boundary of the ranch,’’ he said; ‘‘I 
couldn’t be of any use to you, I reckon, even if I went all 
the way.”’ 

‘“*No, I think not,’’ replied Patsy. 

‘‘Tg there anything you want me to do?”’ 

‘*Yes. Have as many men as can be spared posted down 
on this side of the ranch early to-morrow.”’’ 

‘‘Do you expect to come this way?’’ 

‘*T shall try to.’’ 


The cowboy wished him good luck and started back _ 


toward the ranch, 

Patsy looked at his watch. 

It was not quite midnight. 

He set the horse into a moderate gallop, and kept the 
pace as even as possible for an hour and a half. 

At that time he thought that he must be within .a few 

_mailes of the bandits’ camp. 

The country hereabout was wilder and more uneven 
than if was near the Nueces. 

-I¢ was what is sometimes called a. rolling prairie, that 
is, 2 succession of low hills. 
.. Many of these were densely wooded. 

Patsy turned his horse toward a i pal} where the shadow 
of the trees was darkest. 


grazing quietly. 
The detective had just reached for his pocket- ae 

when a startled voice exclaimed: 
‘*Who goes there?”’ 


¥ 
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This was said by a man who rose hastily from the 


ground a few paces distant from the horse. 
Patsy laughed good humoredly. 
‘A little more, my friend,’’ he answered, ‘‘and I should 
have passed you and you’d never have known it.” 
:. ‘‘Lucky for you you didn’t get by,”’ a owled the other; 
‘‘who are you?’’ 
“I’m from Thompson’s.’ 
‘‘The duse you say!’” 
Ha do. 93 
‘‘Well, what in thunder are you doing here?’’ 


CHAPTER VII. 
IN PURSUIT OF A RIDERLESS HORSE. 


The sentinel, for such he was, seemed to be too amazed 


‘by Patsy’s coolness to know what to do. 


“1’m hunting for your camp,’’ replied the detective. 

“*T reckon you’ll find it soon oe muttered the 
other. 

“So do I, for you’ll take me there.’’. 

‘“You seem to be mighty sure of yourself.”’ 

“Of course. I’ve got a message for Laredo about 
Nettie.”’ 

‘‘Laredo isn’t here.”’ 

‘‘No matter. Nettie is.’’ 

“How do you know?’’ 

‘‘T heard it.’’ 

The sentinel drew nearer to Patsy and peered sharply at 
him in the darkness. 

‘“‘Do you know, mister,’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘that if I was to 
Ixill you right here that the rest of the men would say I 
done right?”’ 

“They wouldn’t say so.if they knew what I came for. 
Money talks with you fellows, doesn’t it?’’ 

‘“Yes,’’ responded the sentinel, doubtfully, ul suppose it. 
does, put money an’t exactly all we're after.’ 

ON 0, some of you want revenge. That’s all right. 
There’s no reason why you shouldn’t get it. But money, 
after all, is the main thing, isn’t,it? Take yourself, for ex- 
ample. A thousand dollars——”’ 

‘“Tt’s a good stake,’’ interrupted the sentinel, but I 


| wouldn’ t betray the boys for that. Don’t you make any 


mistake,’ 

‘‘T had no idea of asking you to play traitor,” ex- 
claimed Patsy; ‘‘I was only suggesting that if the men 
knew I came to talk money, they'd listen to me. See?’’ 

“I s’pose I do, but Laredo isn’t here.”’ 

‘‘You know where to find him, though. Come along; 
let’s go to that camp and have a chin, about it there.”’ 

Patsy started on, but the sentinel caught him by the 
arm. 

‘*Hold on there!’’ he cried ; 
Where's your horse?”’ 

‘*At the ranch.”’ 

‘*Did you come all the way on foot?’’ 


“say, but I like your nerve. 


greatly impressed by Patsy’s indifferent manner. 


No. 245. 


‘*Certainly.”’ 
be Why? 99 


‘“‘Do you suppose I’d risk any more horses by bringing | 


one near you fellows?’’ 

‘‘Well, durn me if you an’t cool!”? 

The sentinel spoke admiringly. He was evidently 
After a 
moment of hesitation he turned to his horse, untethered 
him, and eee to walk along, leading the animal by the 
bridle. 

‘It'll take some time to find Laredo,” he said, thought- 
fully. 

up 1l make it worth your while to hurry,’’ responded 
Patsy. 

‘*That will depend on what Campos says.’’ 

‘*Who’s he?” ~ 

‘*Laredo’s lieutenant.”’ 

“Ts he in the camp?”’ 

‘Ves. 9? 

‘*All right. Take me to him.’’ 

After they had proceeded a little way farther in silence 
the sentinel asked: 

Rok suppose Thompson is willing to come down right 
heavy, isn’t he?”’ 

‘‘He’ll do a good deal. I’ll do as much more.”’ 

‘“Will you? Related to the kid?”’ 

¢ ‘Yes. 79 

“‘T gee. If there was some little thing I could do for 


‘you, now, would you let me know?” 


tak would, and pay. well, too.’ . 
“*T s’pose you know I could put a bullet into you now.’ 
‘Oh, yes, and you wouldn’t make anything by it.” 
““Hayen’t you got the stuff with you?’’ 

‘‘Only enough for a teaser.”’ 

‘‘Where’s the rest of it?” 

“‘T’]1 let you know when the bargain is ade? 

The sentinel grunted discontentedly, but said nothing. 
Patsy was trying to arouses the fellow’s greed and sus- 
picion at the same time, for unless.the bandits had some 
little suspicion of him he feared that he could not carry 
out the bold plan he had designed. 

They arrived atthe camp after a walk of about ten 
minutes. It was at the edge of a narrow river and on the 
side to the south of the ranch. The sentinel swung himself 
into the saddle preparatory to fording the stream, and 
suggested that Patsy get on behind. 

The detective did so, and when they reached the other 
side he slipped a ten-dollar-gold piece ae the sentinel’s 
hand. 

‘“That’s-just a reminder of what I'll do if I’m treated 
right,’’ he whispered. 

‘‘T’]l fix you as well as I can,’’ returned the sentinel. 

“That fellow will be all right, ” thought Patsy, ‘‘if I find 
that I need a traitor.’’ 

There appeared to be about a dozen men asleep upon 
the ground around a smoldering fire. 

As many horses were tethered near. 

All the men arose at a call from the sentinel, and one of 
them approached with rapid strides. 

‘“‘What’s up?’’ this one demanded. 

‘(A man from Thompson’s, lieutenant,’’ returned the 
sentinel. 


““T want to see Laredo about Nettie,’ 
promptly. 

Campos stared a moment. 

‘‘Laredo is not here,’’ he remarked. 

‘‘Send for him,”’ said the detective, calmly. 

Campos turned to the sentinel and they whispered 
together. 


Meantime Patsy looked ar vane him. 

Very near the fire was what looked like a bundle, from 
one end of which appeared a lock of flaxen hair. That was 
undoubtedly Nettie, and she was sleeping as soundly as if 
she were at home. 

The bandits glared suspiciously at Patsy. 

Presently Campos said to him: 

“‘We will find Laredo. It will take two or three hours. 
Meantime you will be our prisoner. If you attempt to 
leave this camp, you will be shot instantly.’’ 

‘“‘I understand. While you’re gone I shall sleep.”’ 


* put in Patsy, 
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With this Patsy. Sioned over to the fire, threw himself 

upon the ground, and closed his eyes. 

‘*He’s a cool one,’’ muttered Campos. 

The lieutenant then mounted his horse, ordering three 
of the men to do likewise. The others he commanded. to 
stay where they were and to shoot both the stranger and. 
the child should either try to escape. : 

By that time Patsy was apparently asleep. 

The remaining bandits resumed their places about fae 
fire, and after a few minutes of conversation, they lay 
down, and a little later the sounds of heavy breathing’ 
were so numerous that Patsy judged that all were asleep. 

He sat up suddenly and looked around. 

Not one of the bandits stirred. 

; Cautiously, then, Patsy crept to the spot where the child 
ay. 

Placing his hand firmly over the little one’s mouth he 
lifted her and bore her to the very brink of the river, 
where he laid her down. She breathed heavily, but did 
not waken. 

Then he returned to the fire. 

His first movement, and he worked very quickly, was, 
to take one of the blankets left by the men who had gone 
to find Laredo, and roll it up so as to appear something 


| like the wrapping about Nettie. 


This he placed by the fire where the child had been 
ying. 

The men were sleeping so soundly that he was tempted 
to pick up the child, ford the river, and try to get away 
without completing his ruse; but he reflected that the 
splashing in the water*might arouse, the bandits, and that 
in any cases they could pursue him on horseback if they 
should wake up. « 

‘Tt won’t do to risk recapture,’’ he decided. 

So he took another blanket, rolled it around a stick of 
wood, and carefully tied it to the saddle of the horse 
tethered nearest the fire. ; 

He fixed this bundle so tha ata little distance in the 
darkn®s it might be mistaken’ for a man lying almost at 
full length upon the animal to avoid the bullets of enemies. 

When this was dofte he cut the strap that tethered the 
horse, and taking the only remaining blanket, lay down 
very near the hors se’s heels. 

He waited a moment to assure himself against accident, 
and then gave the animal a savage blow across the flanks 
with a stick. 

Instantly the horse bounded away with a frightened 
whinny, and at the same instant Patsy ducked his head 
under the blanket and lay at full length perfectly still. 

The camp was immediately in an uproar. 

Every man started up, and some of them caught a 
glimpse of the flying horse with the supposed man lying 
far down on its neck. 

All started for their horses in excitement. . 

One of them stepped squarely on the detective and fell 
‘sprawling, but in the confusion he never suspected that he 
had stumbled over a man. 

Another as he passed fired a shot into the bundle by the 
fire that was supposed to contain Thompson’s child. 

Still another picked up the bundle, and discovered the 
fraud. 

‘‘He’s taken the kid with him!’’ howled this one. 

The news added to the excitement, 

-The bandits untethered their horses with all speed. 

Two or three shots were fired in the direction of the re- 
treating horse, but the only effect, BpUaT CHE, was to 

make the animal go faster. 

All the while Patsy lay perfectly still, and in a few 
seconds the camp was deserted. 

Every bandit was in hot pursuit of the riderless horse. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
@ BATTLE ON THE PLAINS. 


Patsy jumped up and ran to Nettie. 
The child had not more than half awakened at the 
sound of the shots. She cried a little when Patsy picked 


& 
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her up and dashed into the river, but he quieted her with 
a few conforting words. - 


It was no easy task to take her across the river, for: 
though the water was nowhere more than three feet deep, | 
; | hill. 


the current was strong. 

The task was accomplished safely, however, and then 
vegan a hard tramp over the hills to the place where: 
Bianco had been left. 

The detective hurried with al] his might. 

There was no telling how soon the bandits might over- 
take the runaway horse and discover the hoax. 

‘When they did they would undoubtedly see the true sit- 
uation and, put back across the river with all speed. 

They would reckon.on the stranger’s having to go all the 
way to Thompson’s ranch on foot and would be sure to 
overtake him. 

Every minute added to the chance that they would see 


through the detective’s trick, while every minute also gave 
Patsy the longer start. 


Many a time it seemed as if he must pause for breath, | 


for a nine-year-old girl is no light burden to carry when 
the distance is measured by miles and the ground is un- 
even. | 

Nevertheless, Patsy struggled on, not daring to stop 
longer than a second at a time when occasionally he would 
listen for sounds of pursuit. 

Once when he paused thus he heard the distant sounds 
of galloping hoofs. 

They were directly ahead of him. 

Hastily he ran to one side and lay flat down upon the 
ground with the child beside him. 

A moment later a horseman dash 
the camp. 

He was not: more than tio rods’ from where Patsy lay. 

There was no recognizing him in the night, but from 
what was learned later Patsy had every reason to believe 
that the horsenian was the third Laredo himself. 

Campos had not known exp.ctly where to find the leader, 
and after leaving camp, he and his men ‘had soattiged in 
different. directions. Pe hie 

In fact Laredo had ventured near the ranch and had 
managed to get into communication with Thompson. 

The rancher, distressed by the kidnaping of his daugh- 
ger, had not known what to do. 

He could have captured Laredo at the time, but he dared 
not do so. He feared that vengeance would surely be taken 
on the child. 

So he had informed Laredo that a messenger had been 
sent to find him, and make terms for the restoration of 
Nettie. 

Fearful of treachery the band‘t chief had galloped away, 

and thus it was undoubtedly he who so nearly ran down 
the detective on the prairie. 
When the horseman had passed, Patsy rose and hurried 
on. , 
He missed the hiding-place of Blanco at first, but he 
found it without much loss of time, and with no further 
delay he got into the saddle with Nettie before him. 

‘He breathed freer when he was once more galloping. 
Day was beginning to break, and he had no doubt of 
reaching the ranch successfully. 

Blanco carried him and Nettie in perfect s 
they were about eight miles from the ranch, 

Then the horse suddenly stumbled and fell, 

Patsy jumped, with Nettie in his arms, the moment the 
accident occurred, and Janded without mishap. 

Turning to see what was the matter, he found to his dis- 
may that Blanco had broken a leg. 

There was nothing to do but. put the faithful beast out 
of his misery, and this Patsy regretfully did. 

Nettie was now broad awake and she insisted on walk- 
ing. For atime Patsy permitted her todo so. When she 
tired he carried her. 

They were not yet in sight of the ranch* when Pats 
heard galloping behind him. 

The bandits had discovered the hoax, and were now in 
real pursuit, and Laredo was at their head. g 
Patsy remembered Thompson’s remark that Laredo ro 

the best horse ever raised on the ranch. 

What hope of escape could there be now? 
’ He looked ahead of him. 


da past, going toward 


tyle until 


oe 


‘like*that,”’ and takin 


Far away he could see the furms of half a dozen horse- 
men, the cowboys of the ranch whom he had asked to be 
on guard. 

Laredo and his men were hidden from view by a low 


They might not be coming exactly this way. 

Patsy took the chance that they would pursue a course 
a little to one side, and again resorted to the ruse of lying » 
flat upon the ground. 

As he lay down he observed, with delight, that the cow- 
boys were advancing-more rapidly. They had probably 
seen the bandits, and perhaps with a glass they had seen 
him and Nettie. ‘ 

The bandits dashed from behind the knoll. 

They were not riding in close order, but were scattered 
to cover as much ground as possible. 

A man who bore a remarkable resemblance to the vic- 
tim of Miles’ shot before the Alamo, mounted on a coal- 
black stallion, was coming directly toward Patsy. 

All the others were far to one side. 

The detective saw that he would certainly be dis- 
covered. 

He quickly placed himself between Nettie and the on- 
coming bandit, and drew his revolver. 

When Laredo was within a hundred yards, Patsy fired. 

The “‘best horse ever raised on the ranch,’’ staggered, 
fell, and rolled over, dead. fit 


Laredo was caught for a moment under the horse’s side, . ate 


but only for a moment. ies) 
He wrenched himself away and made for Patsy, while 
some of the other bandits turned to assist him, and others 
made ready to receive the attack of the cowboys who were 
now nearly within pistol range. _ 
Hardly had he started from his fallen horse when Laredo _ 
fired at the detective. | borers 
It was a case of over confidence, for his aim, though re- 
markably good, was not wholly accurate. The ball cut 
through the detective’s left sleeve. 
‘‘Sorry,’’ muttered Patsy, ‘‘but I can’t risk another try 
g deliberate aim he shot Laredo in the ~ 
right shoulder. i. ib 


It was as goodas a mortal wound under the circum- = _— 


stances. } 
Laredo staggered a bit and then lay down. 
The bones about his shoulder were so shattered that he 

was almost paralyzed by pain. 
The other bandits who had turned toward Patsy emptied 

a volley at him, but the shots fell short. ‘inn 
A moment more and the cowboys were upon them. 
There was no close fighting and not many shots were ex- _ 


changed, for dismayed by the loss of their leader, the ban. 


dit set out to fly. 

The cowboys pushed vigorously and shot or captured the © 
entire gang. a 

It seemed a most successful issue of Patsy’s work, for — 
Laredo was a prisoner and permanently disabled, and — 
Thompson’s child was restored unharmed; but there was — 
still the other section of the bandits to reckon with, those 
who had had Patsy a prisoner on the previous day. Patsy 
was certain that they would give more trouble and they 
did. His adventures with them are told in Nick Carter 
Library. 


(THE END.) 


The Nick Carter Liprary has the largest circulation 
of any Library ever published. 


“Nick CARTER IN CHICAGO; or, THE CRIME OF THE LAKE 
City.” by the author of ‘‘Nick Carter,” will be pub- 
lished in the next number (246) of the Nick CarTER 
LIBRARY. 
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WRITER 


This book of over one hundred pages 


a 


contains complete instruction, in all}, 


branches of correspondence, together 

with samples of letters on every 

variety of subject — Penmanship, 

Spelling, Grammar, Punetuation, 

Use of Capitals, Abbreviations, 

style; advice to those who write for the press, business letters, letters of 

introduction, application, recommendation, social, congratulation, love and 

courtship, ete., the art of secret writing, business laws and maxims, rules 

of conducting publicaneetings, and all forms of conveying thought from one 

mind to another through the medium of written language. This valuable 

book will be sent postpaid to any address on receipt of ten cents. Ad- 
dress MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


COW wor eo 


TRAINING GUIDE 


FOR AMATEUR AND PROFESSIONAL ATHLETES: 


»reserve and improve their 
should secure this book. 


a 


All who desire to 
health and strengt 


PRICH 10 CENTS. 


Nothing is more calculated to create a permanent injury to the health of 
@ young man than for him to exercise and diet himself without proper in- 


/ struetions. This book contains chapters on Training of Boys; Diet; Spirits, 


Wine, and Ale; Smoking; Training Before Breakfast; Practice for Short 
Distances; Practice for Half-Mile, Mile, and Upward; Hurdle-Racing; Form 
and Style; Racing; Walking; Steeplechasing; Hare-and-Hounds ;. Cold 
and Warm Baths; Miscellaneous, Cossume; Strains, Blisters, ete.5, Fit, 
advice’. This book is gotten up in’attractive form. The ¢over is illustrated 
and printed in colors.” Lhis valuable book will be sent, postage free, to any 
address on receipt of price 10 cents. Address, 
ib} pit MANUAL LIBRARY, Publishers, 25 Rose St., New York. 


LOVE, COURTSHIP AND 
MARRIAGE. 


All who contemplate marriage should con- 

sider well the step they are about to take, re- 

» Inembering that their life’s happiness depends 

# upon the selection. The following subjects are 
treated in our book: ’ 


Letters of Love, Secret Love, The More Pas- 

sionate, How to Make and Create Love, How to 

Kiss Deliciously, How to Make a Woman Yield, 

Whom to Marry and Whom to Avoid, Advice to 

mM Those About to Marry, The Bride’s Despond- 

ency, Unhappiness Shortly After Marriage, ‘The Responsibilities of Mar- 

riage, Marrying Poverty, Dress and Deportment, ete. The book is entitled 
Pure MARRIAGE MIRROR; or, LOVE AND COURTSHIP. Price 10 cents. 

Aah Address MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose 8t., New York. 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 


Many people imagine that a photographer's camera is a difficult machine 
to handle, and that the work is dirty and. disagreeable. All this is a mis- 
take. Photography is a clean, light, and pleasant accomplishment, within 
the reach of all. The camera will prove a friend, reporter, and helper. 


With a very inexpensive camera, any boy or girl can now learn not only to | 


} take good pictures, but pictures that there is everywhere.a demand for at 
remunerative prices. A complete guide to this fascinating art, entitled 
AMATEUR MANUAL OF PHOTOGRAPHY, will be senton receipt of ten cents, 

| Address MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 


_Among the various branches of the conjurer’s art none will better repay 


the labor of the student than the magie of cards, What appears mystifying | 


is very simple when one knows how. 
TRICKS WITH CARDS, will be found complete information as to the manipu- 
Jation of a pack of cards/to perform numerous tricks, general principles 
of sleight-of-hand, with or without special apparatus, ete. ~ 

_ The book is profusely illustrated, handsomely bound, and will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents. Address 


i MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St, New York. 
~ BOOK 


OF KNOWLEDGE. 


One thousand facts worth remembering will be found inthis book. 
a guide to rapid wealth. the secrets of trade, ete. 
ment will he found cures for all complaints and how to compound them. 
Also contains chapters on manufacturing all household and toilet articles. 
Arts and Sciences. Dyes, Printing Inks, Horses, Mixing Painfs and all 
general recipes. The book contains over one hundred pages, and will be 
sent postpaid to any address on receipt of ten cents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


In the book entitled Herrman’s 


Tt is 
In the druggist depart- 


¥ 


ityal 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


—— 
5 


5 Ars ¥ RUNG 
OUT-DOOR SPORTS. 

Complete instructions fur playing many of the most popular out-of-door 
games is found in this book. The games are illustrated and very easily 
mastered. Pride ten cents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St.. New York. 


HUNTER AND ANGLER. 


Everybody who takes pleasure in the sports of hunting and angling needs 
this book. Theres 1s no sport so well fitted to make men of boys as lunting. 
The fact of being in the open air and exercising is so evideutly beneticiak 
that it is surprising that there are not more hunters and anglers. This book 
will be sent to any address on receipt of ten cents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


HOW TO DO BUSINESS. 


This book is a guide to success in life, embracing Principles of Business, 
Choice of Pursuit, Buying and Selling, General Management, Mechanicat 
Trades. Manufacturing, Book-keeping, Causes of Success and Failure, 
Business Maxims and Forms, ete. It also contains au appendix of com- 
plete business forms and a dictionary of commercial terms. No young man 
should be withont this valuable book. [t gives complete information abont 
trades, professions and occupations in which any young man is interested. 
Priceten cents. Address MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


VENTRILOQUISM. 


The most efficient method of learning the art of speaking in such a 
manner as to make the sound appear to. come from a place remote from 
the speaker, is taught in the book entitled CALLAHAN’S EASY MirTaop oF 
VENTRILOQUISM. 

The method is based upon the experience of a professional exhibitor. 
This book also contains amusing dialogues and recitations for beginners, 
Sent postpaid on receipt of ten cents. Address ‘] 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St., New York. 


WRESTLING. 


History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletic pastime. 
Without doubt, it gives strength and firmness, combined with quickness: 
and pliability. to the limbs, vigor to the body, coolness and discrimination 
to the head and elasticity to the temper, the whole forming an energetie 
combination of the greatest power to be found inian. The book is entitled 

| PROFESSOR MULDOON’S WRESTLING. It is fully illustrated, and will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents. ; 


Address MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose 8t., 


New York. 


ie FOR EVERYBODY, 


BC J A TEN CENTS EACH, 


The following list of books will be found useful, entertaining, and full of 
instructive information for all. They are handsomely bound in attractive 
covers, printed on good quality paper, illustrated, and are marvels of ex- 
cellence. These books have never before been offered at such a low figure. 
The price, 10 cents each, includes postage. 


USEFUL AND INSTRUCTIVE INFORMATION. 


Album Writer’s Assistant. The Book of Knowledge. 

Amatéur’s Manual of Photography. Women’s Secrets; or, How to be Beautiful. 
How to Do Business. Mills’ Universal Letter-Writer. 

Short Hand for Everybody. Good Housekeeping. 

The Taxidermist Manual, People’s Reference Book. 

Everyday Cook Book. The Merriage Mirror; or, Love and Court- 
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Riddles and Their Answers. 
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Mannal, { 

The International Cricket Guide. 

Complete Training Guide for Amateur and 
Professional Athletes. 

Riding and Driving. 
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5 

| Out Door Spottsy 
The Young Gyiinast. 
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Dunn’s Fencing Instructor. 
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Zola’s Dream Book. 
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SECITATIONS AND READINGS. 


The Peerless Veciter. Select Recitations and Readings. 
The Young Ele¢utionist. The Standard Reciter. 


These bools will be sent prepaid upon receipt of 10 cents each, When 
ordering, plege be particular to send the full title of the book desired, also 
your full nan® and address. The hooks are ten cents each, postage free. 

' Address MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose St.. New Yerke 
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